His Highness swung again to Prospero. "God's light! You
hear? And what do we command? Thirteen galleys, including the
three we have from the Holy Father. What can we hope to do with
such a force ? What could we look for but defeat ?"
"Even so," said Prospero, coolly, "whilst suffering it, we could at
least so maul Dragut as to leave him in no case to continue his depreda-
tions. Would not that be something ?"
Don Alvaro breathed noisily. The Prince, taken aback, looked at
him in a sort of awe. "You would deliberately sacrifice the Neapolitan
squadron?**
"At need why not ? We immolate a part to the profit of the whole*
In a desperate pass, that seems to me commendable strategy."
"Yes," said His Highness slowly, as he absorbed the notion.
**That I can perceive. But . . ." He paused at fault, and resumed
his uneasy pacings. Then he dismissed the shipmaster, and con-
tinued only after he had departed. "Even if I should consent to so
desperate an employment of this squadron, who is there to command
it ? Whom could I send to certain death T
"Death is by no means so inevitable," Prospero objected. And
Don Alvaro agreed with him. "No, vive el Cielo! There is always
the fortune of war. Queer things can happen in an engagement."
Prospero stood up. "If, now, I were to beseech you to give me
this command, would that resolve some of your misgivings ?"
The Prince's sharp, clear glance found him calm and resolute.
"You have a high confidence in yourself, Ser Prospero."
"Shall we say, a sense of what is due from me? Your Highness
has said that this situation results from what I did at Djerba. It
remains, then, for me to repair it as best I can."
Orange bowed his head, gloom on his fair countenance. Ke flung
himself down again in his arm-chair at the table, and chin in hand sat
thoughtful, whilst the others waited. He turned at last to Carbajal.
"What do you say, Don Alvaro? After all, you are now the
Captain of Naples, and the squadron is under your orders.**
But Don Alvaro took a more generous view. "Hardly, since Don
Prospero ha» returned. Half the galleys arc his own personal pro-
perty. Those also he risks in this affair. But I'll answer you this
way: FI1 be glad to share the venture with Don Prospero if your
Highness decides in favour of it."
"You, too?" said Orange.
Don Alvaro smiled, and spread his hands. "There is much honour
to be won. Vive Dios! I shall be proud to serve with Don Prospero.**
"Less proud," said Prospero, "than I to have your company and
counsel."
Orange, looking from one to the other, turned peevish. "Very
fine and gallant, to be sure." His own indecision marred his temper.
"But you take too much for granted. I must have time to consider/1
"With submission, Highness," Don Alvaro reminded hin^ "there is
no time to spare. Never was haste more necessary. While we think,
Dragut strikes* We should sail today."
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